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Dear Disaster 


Author's Notes: 
Hope it\'s not too sucktacular. But you guys would let me know:) 


Kirk is tuning his guitar. He can't seem to get the tune just right. | wouldn't be able to either if all that | could 
think about was how the band | knew as my life could possibly be seeing it's end. 


23 years. 
I'm sitting behind my drumset like | actually have something planned out. My sticks sit uselessly in my grip. 
23 fucking years. 


Kirk should just give up. He's not going to find the night tune. There is no right tune. And yet and there he is. 


Persistent motherfucker. 


23 motherfucking years. 


| really should be doing something. With my hands, with my mouth. Fucking something. But these thoughts just 
won't stop. | should just start drumming. | should just go. 


23 motherfucking years and only one phone call. 
Some friend, huh? 
23 years and the only time he calls me is the ‘most uncomfortable conversation we've ever had" 


| listlessly start up a beat. Must be one pathetic fucking beat. Kirk looks up from his guitar, concern etched 


into his brown eyes. 

23 fucking years and he hasn't called me since. 

Tears start to pool at my eyes, the slow sting emphasizing the lump in my throat. 

23 years and he obviously doesn't realize that he means fucking everything to me. 

Kirk sits his guitar down and approaches me. Or at least | think he does. | can't tell for crying. 

23 years and only one phone call. 

Kirk is sitting behind me. We always were small enought to fit on my drum stool. His arms wrap around me 


and his cheek rests gently on my shoulder. My shoulders heave and | almost choke on a sob as he whispers 
soothing 


empty 

nothings into my ear. 

23 years of him doing this to me and | can't stop. 

Can't stop needingwantingloving him. 

Kirk's arms strengthen around me as | fill the studio with my sorrow. 
23 years and one solitary phone call of a disaster to show for it. 


Some friend, huh? 


